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by Hay. But the valet, remembering the threat of the previ-
ous night, did not dare disturb his master before the appointed
hour. The Elchi, on hearing the attache's late explanation,
thundered out, " Damn your eyes, sir ! " Little Hay drew
his little self up as high as possible, and bowing low, replied
In the most respectfol tone? "Damn Your Excellency's eyes! "
It would have been more like the great man if he
accepted the position; but, unfortunately, as a historical
fact, he sent Hay off at once in disgrace in a despatch-boat,
to purge himself of his offence before the Foreign Office in
London.

I must not forget to mention that it was after one of my
many visits to Alnwick that I had the good fortune to see
a portion of Scotland, though unfortunately my stay there
was not long*    Although I had been much in many foreign
lands, yet, like the average foolish Briton, I had never
much of my own country.    My wife,1 besides boasting of
much Highland blood^ had been in Scotland as a child with
her grandmother, and was very properly Highland In many
of her Instincts.    In  the  smoking-room at Alnwick 1 got
moch  chaffed at  never having seen  Scotland.    So thither
we went, and saw Edinburgh under the  best of aosplces^
having   as   our  hosts   and  cicerones   Trotter   of   Colinton,
General  Yule  (Marco Polo), Ewen  Macpherson  of Cluny,
my   old   friend   already  mentioned^ and   Mr   Douglas  the
publisher.    I have seen In my time many cities and many
beautiful  sights,  but  I  do  not  think  there  Is anything I
have ever seen that can equal the beauty of the combln*
ation at Edinburgh of sea and hill and splendid buildings.
And I returned south delighted with my visit, and appreci-
ating more than ever everything that Is Scotch.

Travelling southwards, we halted for a couple of days to
visit some tombs of my father's family, some members of
which, forsaking for a time Suffolk, had established them*

1 Her mother was a daughter of General Sir John M*CaskiIl, K.C.B., K.C.H.,

a distinguished Highland officer from the Island of Skye, who was killed at the
battle of Moodkee.